Is repulsive with it, skin-nervous Intricacies bristling about empti-
ness and inorganic softness. Beside its even our best Negro spirituals
reveal the false simplifying and diluting process of an alien culture
upon the Negro. Brazilian folk music Is not African or Negro; It
Is Brazilian. Its components., African, Indian and Portuguese, are
organically fused like the elements in a living body.
And what a singing body 1 There are many folk, Brazilian musics;
they range like the climates and the soiis? like the solitudes and the
mucambos andfawlas of the cities, where the folk live In unspeakable
poverty. To set down in critical prose the values of this music, the
critic must be the poet, deep as the experience of the folk within
this land where nature is at once fierce enemy and passionate
lover; and where the masters also were brutal enemy and tender
lover. Our winter Is a child's-play opponent, compared to the
hostile tropic heat of Brazil. (In the sertao, it alternates, when the
sun goes, with cold; the rocks, swelling wiih heat, shrinking with
frost every twelve hours, split; only splned life, like the macambira,
the mandacaru can flourish.) Our pioneers cleared the forest, cut the
firewood,, built the home and hearth: there was the winter enemy
outside. Brazil's heat is not so easily defeated. It Invades the home
and overwhelms: It invades the soul and betrays. It Is insects and
disease; it is cloudburst and drouth; It Is jungle green growing
again overnight where It was cleared. It Is passion-madness,
frenzied act, long languor. Man can succumb to It, like the African
In the Congo or the pitiful Indian savage on the Amazonian slopes
of the Andes. Man can Intricately escape it (another way of suc-
cumbing?) like the Hindu fakir. This music of Brazil promises a
different kind of answer: confrontation transfiguration.
The secret of this music's greatness (at its best): what places it
in a higher class than all but a few folk musics of the world, is that
It Is pure of sentiment or sensuous tenderness: it Is the verdant
expression of an essential life-rhythm. It seems that the Brazilian
folk man and woman have^ led so foil an emotional life that they
need not express these conscious elements in their music (the words
are mere pretexts). The music, released of the familial and Individual
emotional demands for utterance, becomes pure aesthetic form.
Of course3 I speak only of the best. When, as in the choro tarinhosQ
(sob- or torch-song) s the music becomes sentimental, it loses power.
Slow first5 It almost always returns to the samba cangao^ fast, hard,
unsensuous and untender. Macwnba recitative and samba texture
can be as terribly essential as the throb of sex.
SAO PAULO
Dominant on the hill, the city: huge.* chaotic buildings* many of
twenty stories. Below, the Braz? the low-lying industrial town:
factories and homes of factory workers. The difference between the
two " cities >! is poignant. The central avenues of Braz are sordid,
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